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INTRODUCTION 


One of the delights of Mary Louise Medley’s poetry is that it so 
accurately reflects both the character of the author and the wide range of 
her interests and enthusiasms. Those who know Mary Louise will recognize 
the wit and sensitivity with which she writes about contemporary politics 
and poetics as well as the usual topics of religious experience and nature. 
Readers who know Miss Medley only through her poems will discover the 
voice of a thoughtful woman who has the strength of character to know 
both herself and the world. 

Perhaps the greatest gifts that Mary Louise Medley brings to her 
poetic craft are the result of her other occupations. She has been a political 
reporter and is now an important county historian. Her history of Anson 
County, N. C. is one of the most thorough and detailed county histories 
that have been written. More importantly, Mary Louise Medley’s devotion 
to the land and people of Anson County manifests itself in her poetry 
through an accurate observation of nature and her response to it. “Moon 
Over Carolina Mountains,” like many of her poems, celebrates her response 
to the local setting in opposition to the more obvious charms of far off 
places. The rejection of the exotic sometimes takes a wry and personal 
twist, as in “Finish” in which the poet asserts a mature voice at the end of 
the poem to counter the man’s hints of “houseboats in Kashmir.” 

Even more than a poet of place, Mary Louise Medley is a poet of 
people and human character. In my friendship with Mary Louise I have 
been struck again and again by her brief statements about people which 
reveal a marvellously accurate assessment of their characters without any 
judgmental tone. Mary Louise’s conversations reveal that, to paraphrase 
Arnold, she sees people clearly and sees them whole. Beyond this insight 
is Mary Louise Medley’s large hearted sympathy with human beings in all 
circumstances whether it is a truck driver or a young girl. 

The poetry of Mary Louise Medley is traditional, but it is not limited 
to the traditional subjects of “Southern” poetry. Her background as a po- 
litical reporter and her knowledge of current events gives her poetry an 
interest well beyond that which one would expect from the work of a lady 
in a small Southern town. Her amusing little poem on the misfortunes of 
Congressman Hayes certainly ranks as the best poetic comment on those 
unseemly events. 

Mary Louise Medley’s poetry is both direct and witty, and I suspect 
much of her gift for writing concise poems comes from her years as a 
reporter for the Anson County newspaper. Her poems are seldom more 
than half a page long, and her experiments in the haiku form show a true 
gift for poetic economy. 

The wry wit of Mary Louise’s poetry will probably strike the reader 
of the volume more than any other single quality of her work. Whether she 
is answering Dorothy Parker or dealing with various suitors Mary Louise 
shows a tough awareness of human frailties without the bitterness which 
such vision often carries with it. What could be more direct than that 
marvellous “An Older Maiden’s Prayer”? 

Lord, I thank thee for delivering me from the men I thought 
I wanted. 

The readers of this collection who know Mary Louise Medley will 
find in these verses something of the delightful and good friend they love 
well. Readers new to this work will find their own feeling enriched and 
their wits delighted and sharpened by Seasons and Days. 


Jeffrey T. Gross 
The University of Mississippi 
August 1977 


I 
LOVE, NOT LAW 


MY LOT IS THE LONELY ROAD 


My lot is the lonely road. 
My way is the gypsy trail 
Up through the strange, dark forests 
Down through the sun-streaked vale. 


* * * 


Smoke from the hearth fire’s curling; 
You can stay here, secure. 

But as the leaves start twirling, 

I must the winds endure. 


Mine is the lonely road, love, 
From which there’s no returning. 
Mine is the gypsy trail, love, 

and ceaseless yearning. 


BEACH LURE: NIGHT 


I sought a stretch of placid beach 

Where the shimmering tide sprang high. 
The moon shot light through a fluffy breach 
Of the summer night’s cloud veiled sky. 


The waves seemed to be white horses prancing. 
Their dripping hooves beat a lulling thud. 
Silvered manes bucked the shore breeze, dancing. 
While golden feet stirred silver mud. 


One sought, like a spirited charger, 

To lunge from the deep bowl’s track. 
But the driver moon with her silver reins 
Constantly pulled him back. 
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LOVE — NOT LAW 


Let me not tolerate a curse upon the lips 

For those who are of different pigment, strain. 
I bow my head when I hear slurs and quips 
And inwardly there stirs a guilt and pain 

For fellows of the world who first did know 
The jungle cry and whip in slaver’s hand, 


Whose lot was heavy toil and cruel blow 
Before courageous men could take command 
With laws providing justice, brother-hood, 
Where all breath free in freedom’s chosen place, 
And evil moves with lesser power than good 
Affording well more needed things of grace— 


But still I know that hate never will depart 
Till love, not law, is graven on the heart. 


OUT OF CHAOS 


I once stood firm on love, solid ground 

With eyes perceiving straight ahead a goal. 
Not one stark doubt did stealthily confound to 
Terrify my eager, thirsting soul. 

I drank from out a brimming sparkling cup 
And felt well filled, refreshed upon my way. 
From heaven sent manna I was prone to sup: 
It took away the tiredness from my day, 

But now I stumble by a dark abyss— 
Confused before a chasm, yawning wide. 


With skeptic mind I question that and this. 
Agnostic waters roar on every side. 

Divine God, rend this veil of somber night, 
And as to stricken Saul, restore the sight. 


13 


THE DARK RUNNER 


I do not know where Death may walk tonight: 
If he will seek a quiet, shadowed room, 

Where loving ones await with dread his blight, 
And white-clad figures move to foil his gloom. 
It may be in a strange and lonely place 

That he will strike with cruel, bloody hands, 
Or on the crowded ways, which men must face 
To meet the call of life and its demands. 


But I can only lift my head and wait 

As this dark runner poises for a start. 

I dare not measure any night his gait, 

But I can hold great comfort in the heart. 

For Death is swallowed up in Second Birth 
When Christ, the Victor, conquers all the earth. 


14 


REQUIEM: FINNISH WAR 


Is there no wail of pity raised for dead, 

Who like dumb-driven beasts have met the cold 
And frozen grip of Death? Can it be said 

That thousands prostrate now on Finnish soil 
Were dogs because a loathsome despot’s heel 
Had ground them to despair beyond recoil? 
These men who died in herds upon the field 
Too oxen-like to grasp the plan and creed 

Of power’s lash that felled them in the snow— 
A sacrifice to lustful, maddened greed. 


Is there no prayerful weeping when such go— 
No spark of tolerant grief that we may hold? 

No dignity of grave, no hymn, nor praise, 

No psalm, nor prayer no loved one near at hand! 


Implore some Arctic wind a dirge to raise, 
And that the silent woods may understand 
The wheel of war that turned to wasting meat 
The flesh of mothers’ sons for wolves to eat. 
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ALLOWANCES 
(R.B.) 


Tell me of exotic lands, and 

Corners where no war has touched. 

Thrill me with the sensation of soaring over seas, 
So high that waves are lost in cloud and mist. 

I want to know a people different from my own 
Who, clad in silken robes, to Buddhas bow 

In fragrant temples where the incense burns. 

Talk terraced gardens with melodic falls 

I fast dissolve within the common place, 

Desk tied, curse the day that I allowed it. 
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WAITING 


They live in rooms and wait, these stricken ones, 
For gentle voice, a smile and helping hand. 

The day is like a shuttle car that runs 

Upon a monorail through desert land. 
Tomorrow holds no dreams . . . dim memories. 
A wheelchair scrape and thumping stick are heard; 
The wasted bodies move toward sun and breeze, 
For it is plain through shadowed, listless eyes 
That here are those who once knew life at best, 
And met its joys with sparkling, gay surprise 
Condemned now to a guarded “pace and rest.” 
In netted throes of certain mortal plight, 
Each fated soul is waiting for the night. 


RANDOM BRIEF LINES 


I 
I SHALL NOT WEEP 


T shall not weep when summer comes 
And you are gone from me. 

The mind will steel the heart 

As I remember 

How warm and snug 

-The winter was 

When you were here. 


I 
LOVER NIGHT 


Into the arms of night the weary creep 
To meet his gentle touch and kiss of sleep. 


III 
LENVOI 


Wild hearts that draw your own heads in a mesh, 
Think well before you damn another foolish flesh. 


IV 
WORMWOOD 


From pinnacles of yearning 
I came to view of late 

A vainly sought for Eden 
Beyond a well-locked gate. 


Vv 
MIRAGE 


A vision lovely caught my eye. 

With buoyant step I sought the place. 
That gorgeous stretch ’neath Eden sky 
Proved only void and empty space. 
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WITH LOVE 


I 
SUFFICIENT 


Some speak of gilded futures, 
Of castles in the air. 

Rosy is their dreaming, 
Devoid of dulling care, 

But avidly I’m living 

These moments I have won. 

I grasp each winged second 
Brushing past the sun. 
Tomorrow’s undiscovered, 
And seems quite far away. 
Her offerings least concern me. 
There is today. 


II 
GIFTS 


Take now my heart, 

And hold it in your hand. 
Take now my mind 

To mold at your command. 
Then add my love, 

And may it ever be 
Bound to your own heart. 
Take these from me. 


A COURT REPORTER CHECKS THE RECORD ON LESTER 
(Monologue) 


He was there almost every week, in District Court, charged 
as a public drunk, found guilty and sentenced to ten days and 
work around the jail. When mention was made of his needing 
help, the clerks shrugged and went on about business. 


Lester was said to be a good yard man as any you'd find, 
when he was sober, but that wasn’t often enough. 


For a time his name was missing, and the reporter felt 
re-lieved, thinking that the pore’ devil might be off at one of 
those places for treatment . .. time passed and his name 
showed again, the same old pattern with darker overtones. 


The wife and children tried to make it with help from the 
welfare. The women whose yards he worked put in a little extra 
for the family. But the next time he came they were afraid at the 
look in his eyes. 


One day he stepped from a car and fell dead in the road. The 
driver was held for questioning, but was later released when 
coroner and pathologist reports ruled “Too much booze in the 
blood,” (or death from too much booze in the blood). The last 
charge in the folder was marked “deceased—action abates.” 


He had lain in state at AME Zion Church, neat and 
respectable looking. The minister spoke words of comfort to the 
family; a son was there from Ft. Gordon; a daughter from New 
Jersey and a brother from New York. The choir sang “Rescue 
the Per-ishing.”” The flower bearers moved gracefully out of the 
church. 


Sone may have wondered about the gap between Jesus and 
booze, but mostly they were doing him proud, knowing he was 
facing his last court appointment. 
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CREMATION 


Letters. Pile them high—kindle up a fire. 

Words of trust and love are on a flaming pyre. 
True, sad enough to learn that love dies. 

Faith, sadder still to learn when all were lies. 
Winds, play a requiem; smoke and omens curl. 
Toss the warning ashes to a trusting world. 
Black will be the brushwood now consuming well. 
Soon the heap will smoulder with an acrid smell, 
Deceptive pledges with each vaulting spark. 

I pay for folly weeping in the dark. 
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YOU DON’T SAY SO! 


You say I must not think on how his light was spent 
When my own light is dimming through the years. 


You say I must not write of sunsets, evening stars 
When mornings are no longer quite as near. 


Listen to me moderns; 
I shall keep my Milton and my Tennyson as well. 
Take your nitty gritty now and go to hell! 
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QUIEN SABE? 


I once met a Latin golf pro, 
Who offered to teach me the tango. 


Just as I finished reviewing my Spanish, 


The fickle Roberto decided to vanish. 
But as I learned more of Roberto, 


T was darn glad that he did go. 


I HOPE 


1 hope that I may live to see this world a place 
more litter free, 

And all the dastard litter bugs sleeping deep neath 
grassy rugs. 


TAINT’ SO, DOROTHY PARKER 


Men never make passes at girls who wear glasses 
It simply not true of today, 
But when laddies and lasses both have to wear glasses 


They certainly can get in the way. 
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POSSIBLE HIM 


Jim drives a high priced limousine. 
He’s slightly bald and fat, 

But he has the cash for diamond rings, 
And he owns an elegant flat. 


He could smother a girl with orchids, 
Or dress her in costly furs, 

And casually write her out a check 
For a motor entirely hers. 


Now Jake’s one of Saturday’s children, 
Who gets his pay by the week, 


And it isn’t so big that a couple 
Could keep an appearance sleek. 


Yet, he’s the nicest fellow, 
The kindest and the best. 
Folks are eternally saying: 
“He'll stand the searching test.” 


Now if I were choosing a man to wed, 
Do you think I’d pick Jim if I could, 

I’m telling the world, you’re darn right! 
You don’t know how quickly I would. 
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JIRATIONS 


I. 
PROFUMO SQUIRMO 
(1964) 


It has been said since ancient days 
For heedless love the woman pays. 
But now it seems the table’s turned, 
And men are squirming, badly burned. 


The wanton, boastful girls have lied. 
In sordidness their boy friend died. 
Yet world press tells us day by day 
Of Christine, Mandy making hay. 


One sheet predicts from this affair 
They'll wind up with a millionaire. 

A thing we know, these queens of sin 
Don’t weigh the fix old England’s in. 


II. 
SQUIRMO AMERICANA 
(1976) 


It has been said since ancient days 
For heedless love the woman pays, 


But now it seems the table’s turned, 
And men are squirming, badly burned. 


Yes, Hays pays 
For his ways 


These days. 
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WHOA, WILBUR, WHOA 


Whoa! Wilbur Whoa! don’t go-go no mo’ 

You had the power with the Ways and Means, 
But you can’t manage the striptease queens. 
After all your wild goose chasin’ 

It ended up in the Tidal Basin. 

Fox fanned back to the Argentines, 

But you'll never get back to the Ways and Means. 
Listen, Ole’ Boy, you better go slow. 

You're a helluva flop with the girls go-go. 


INCONSISTENCY 


You spoke of loving music, 

Of rare old prints and books, 
Of choicer arts and magic 
Gleaned from dusty nooks. 
Yet, one day it was you I spied 
Among the Main Street crowd 
Swapping froth as babbitts vied 
In pharisaic boastings loud. 


A SHE POET TO MEN 


You may double cross me— 
You may break my heart, 
But durn your lyin’ natures, 
You shan’t take my art. 
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INVESTOR BLUES 


Dow Jones is up and down, 

And so am I. 

The plunging stocks, once favored shares 
are horned by bulls and pawed by bears. 
While pondering on uncertain Fate, 


Wish I’d stayed with real estate. 


JAZZMANIA 


Saxaphones scream! Then they moan low— 
Lithe young figures sway to and fro. 

Hips start writhing to some low down blues. 
Drunken youth is dizzy stompin’ out shoes. 
Free and easy passions rise in the breast. 
Bare shoulders move in wanton-like jest. 
Spirit of the jungle boidly holds sway. 
Primitive lust seeks full right of way. 
Devils of the Congo prowling in the night 
Conjure the bodies of the civilized white. 
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NIGHT CLUB 
(to Jackson H. Morton) 


Saxaphones boomba boomba! 


They’re dancing the Cuban rhumba. 
Maracas go chee chee cheeta 

As Senor and Senorita 

Pick up the rhythm of the tropic dance, 


Born of the jungle’s torrid prance. 
Faces float on a smoky sea. 
Troubles now drown in bacardi. 
Saxaphones boomba boomba. 
They’re dancing the Cuban rhumba. 
Hi-ah-li Hi-ah-li! 

Hasta, hasia, hasta manana! 


HONDA BOY 


He’s roaring down the asphalt ways 

These gilded, haunting autumn days. 

A proud young god of jet dream speed. 
Whose giecaming Honda laps with greed 
The miles that make a thrilling whirl, 
Which he now shares with his Honda gir!. 
She clings behind him unaware 

That life and death are just a dare, 

And nothing much holds in between 

Save two gay helmets, red and green. 
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INSATIABLE 


Though I may sup at Dives board, 
And know his downy couch for bed, 
I would but view his golden hoard 
To go forth restless and unfed. 


THE LONG LAST DUCHESS 
Kings and kingdoms rise and wane 


Wallis ne’er would ride a plane. 
France could fall and England sway. 


Yet that long last duchess got her way. 


TO A DISCIPLE OF MAMMON 


Money, money, money 
Is framed on your lips. 


Money, money, money 
On your finger tips. 


Money, money, money 
When your body’s cold 
Won’t ever save your greedy soul. 
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an 


TAXES 


are axes 
at my back. 

I seem to lack 

facts and figures 

that I need for the 
dreaded ole’ computer 
which I call 

my Executor. 


NASHIANA 


I once met Nash 
On a lecture dash 
As he teased the gathered locals. 
He squinted his eyes in trying to see, 
And spoke of his thick bifocals: 
“T have two, but they won’t do. 
T need three,” wailed he. 


AH SWEET 


Ah! sweet mystery of life, alas I’ve lost you. 

All is now revealed. 

Ah, sweet mystery of life when first I sought you, 
Some things were concealed. 

This futile, yearning search has left me “sorta 
shook,” for, ah, sweet mystery of life 

You’ve flown the coop. 
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DREAMER 


Enmeshed am I in silken nets of dreams, 

Lulled to luscious lethargy beside fantastic streams 
Till work, a loutish fellow, comes with stolid tread, 
And cracks a stinging lash above my drowsing head: 
The spirit cowers feebly—the mind becomes his slave. 
“Get up and feed the body!” snarls the surly knave. 


RHYME IN SUFFIX 


The state of the worid is making me gloomerous. 

The problems of life grow exceedingly numerous. 

My brain from the strain must have grown slightly tumerous. 
It’s definitely hard right now to be humerous. 


THE EDITOR AND HUGHES NEWS 


When living, Hughes was always news 
I often thought I’d choose 

More news without the Hughes, 

But dead or living 

The man Hughes 

Will simply stay 

A part of news. 

His blasted eccentricity 

Ts just what makes publicity. 
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TO A MARINE COLONEL 


When first we met your rank was less, 
Your ego more I must confess, 

And when it wore me down with worry, 
I said, “Go! Get shot and hurry.” 

But now that death and shooting’s neah’, 
I guess I will recant ole deah’ 

While pondering on your bettah’ side, 
I'd hate the foe to get your hide. 


AN OLDER MAIDEN’S PRAYER 


Lord, I thank thee 

For delivering me 

From the men I thought 
T wanted. 
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MOON OVER CAROLINA MOUNTAINS 


I’ve heard men speak of tropic moons, 
Of moons from the Bengal Bay. 

I’ve heard men speak of Shanghai nights 
Of moons down Rio way. 

I’ve seen a moon on sparkling sea, 
Gripping her leash of light 

As she deftly held in majestic sway 
The ebony hound of night. 

But, again I’ve seen a Blue Ridge night 
Of tall peaks, shadowed vale 

Of subtle, silvered beauty 

That can match most any tale 

Of far-flung lands and tropic sea. 

Moon over Carolina mountains 

Is moon enough for me. 


“TAKE ME, OR LEAVE ME, ’1M NEW YORK” 


“T’m the queen and the hoyden of cities. 

You will find me both cold and hot, 

Inspiration for many ditties, 

Cosmopolitan melting pot— 

A roadway where the nations fork— 

Take me as you find me, I’m New York! 

Swank on the drive and culture too; 

Ritzy beauty on the Avenue; 

Twilight in the ghetto; morning in the park, 
Broadway and her glamour after dark. 

Poverty and Hunger know my name 

Though I’ve been a paramour to Wealth and Fame. 
I can be warmhearted, cunning as a fox. 

Brutal is my nature, I’m a paradox. 

I’m a pulsing roadway, where the nations fork— 
Take me, or leave me, I’m New York!” 
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iil 
DEDICATIONS 


CALLING THE SPIRIT OF SANDBURG 


Come back, old man, to the mountains. 
You’ve been away too long 

Come back, old man, to the mountains, 
We need your cheering song. 


Come back, old man, to the mountains, 
Swinging your famed guitar. 

Come back, old man, to the mountains 
You went away so far! 


The fog now comes on “cat feet” 
The goats are missing you, 

And wander in the valley, 
Washed by the morning dew. 


They seek the white-haired master 
Over the rolling hill. 

Hear their mournful bleating 

In the evening chill. 


Come back, old man, to the mountains. 
Again survey your land. 

Come back, old man, to the mountains 
With Lincoln by the hand. 
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AS DANTE 


As Dante gazed on Beatrice 

Along a crowded way, 

We met in throng with smiling glance 
On one momentous day 

Then I, who walked in shadows long, 
Knew warming days of sun, 

And moved into magnetic flow, 
Where spirits merge as one. 
Although a thousand faces seemed 
To still be floating by, 

The world became an island, green, 
Where only you and I 

Were touched by magic, soothing winds, 
Which brushed reality 

Into the leaping breakers, strong, 

Of our idyllic sea. 

But only the eyes shall speak of 
That which lies in the heart. 

We shail be faithless to no one 

As we meet and depart. 
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POEM FOR MARY 


She’s no sultry octoroon, nor high proud yellow girl, 
Who flashes gaudy jewelry on the prowl. 

Her velvet skin is African of purest hue; 

Her massive, lumbering body serves 

My ultimate prosaic needs. 

Mary makes the neatness where my chaos lay. 
Patiently she finds the things misplaced, 

And turns my temper tantrums into smiles 

That match the beaming victory of her face. 

My Mary is an angel in the suds, 

Or even when she’s sweeping up a room, 

For then I see her purity of soul, 

And feel it blesses me as well as her young sons. 


PARADOX: A CHINESE LADY 


You are exquisite as porcelain, 
And as rare as priceless jade— 
A lotus-charming beauty 

Of you the gods have made. 

But through this earthly glamour 
Burns an incense fire 

Of deep, courageous spirit 

That all men must admire. 

Your dainty, doll-like shoulders, strong 
Elegantly frail, 

Bear the weight of China’s 
Torturous travail. 


42 


MY LOVE FOR YOU 


My love for you is now a tender thing, 

Which drew its blend from those once great of heart. 
In neon lights its flashing colors spring 

To push the darkling doubts to realms apart. 

Now I know that I may walk beside you 

As ever constant friend upon the way. 


Two hearts that beat as one are proven true, 
And trust shall surely come to them and stay. 


My love for you is now a tender thing, 

And life affords a lilt I never knew 

Until that day of pastel April’s ring 
Unleashed the silent pipes of joy and blew 
Such cheering lyrics I had never heard 

And tumbling forth was love with every word. 
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SONNETS 
to Edna St. Vincent Millay 
I 
DEATH AGAINST THE STAIR 


Your voice was born of endless Maine woods, deep, 
And came to hold the shimmer of her lakes. 

Its strength was caught from sea that grandly breaks 
On rocky cliff of awesome wildness, steep. 

All these bred giant dreams for your “Renascence.” 
From this infinite work you came to hold 

Not only world, but life within your mold 

Of timeless poetry, in truest essence, 

Until its span was run with brilliant flair; 

And you who sang so well of life and love, 

Of wanton war and seeking after peace, 

Met death at autumn dawn against the stair. 
Supported by the highest muse above, 

I weep that noble Beauty’s song must cease. 


II 
LAMENT 


For who shall sing so well of old love’s pain, 

Of candles burning brightly in the night, 

Of lost love’s aching and remembered flight, 

A lover’s kiss that will not come again? 

And who shall sing so well of brutal hold 

That ravished Lidice and cursed her death? 

No one will cry for justice in such breath, 

For fate of free men into bondage sold! 

Some lesser feet may wine from grapes now tread; 
But I shall cry laments into the air, 

Where once your lyric voice was proudly heard 
In range of shining beauty, widely spread. 

The tones were hushed with death against the stair, 
And I am left with only Beauty’s word. 
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NOT LOST IS COURAGE 
To Paul Green 


Not lost is courage; deathless are the bold; 
The wilderness devoured them, to hold 
All that was visible of flesh and bone 

As those brave spirits met their fate alone . . . 
The winds of years had pressed historic dust 
As sacred, silent trust to New World earth. 
From seed has come a wonderful rebirth; 

For lo, a master dreamer deftly caught 
Within the confines of a shining play 

This noble faith, which we have often sought 
To grasp from Time’s swift fluctuating sway. 
And now in annual pilgrimage we go 

To see it live anew at Manteo. 


ENCHANTING ALBEMARLE 
To Inglis Fletcher 


Enchanting Albemarle, what mysteries 

Your dark, wide waters and your forests hold! 
Here once the daring pirates of the seas 
Sought hiding place for hoards of captured gold. 
The men from Europe and Virginia came 

To make new homes upon your lush, dark soil 
And thin your wild, great woodlands in the name 
Of brave who were rewarded for their toil 

With wings of freedom they had never known 
In other lands far distant from your shore. 

For in an old world it was plainly shown 

That bondage was a grief free spirits bore. 

O “Men of Albemarle,” and women too, 

The fabric of your dreams holds strong and true 


As “Raleigh’s Eden” grew to flowering life, 
Romance, intrigue, and war became your lot. 
Thus dangling near your head, the bloody knife 
Of Revolution grimly marked the spot 

For dark adventure on the sea and land. 

O lusty wind, which swept across the sound 
With patriot or Tory at command, 

You pressed a healthy seed to fertile ground, 
Which bred a settlement of striking fate. 
Through grave dissension and untold travail 
This burgeoned forth a great, beloved state. 
Sheer magic are the threads of history’s tale 
That Chowan’s author weaves for us to see 
Embellished on her glowing tapestry. 
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SORROWS 
I 
For A Lad Who Went Too Soon 


I did not think that I could go again 

{nto a house, which once your boyish laughter filled, 
Knowing that you were not there, 

And that your laugh was stilled. 

Yet, I think you’d rather that I’d go just as before, 

And bear a smiling face as I approach the door. 

You were never one to grieve, but had a merry way, 

Which well could bring a cheering hour to any darkened day. 
Yours was a gallant spirit, led, friendly, true, and deep. 
Hail to the safest crossing—peaceful be your sleep. 


II 
To A Young Girl, Dead 


The mortal house is grieved, 

The loving ones are torn 

At the sight of things she touched 
And the empty frocks she’d worn. 
A call will not be answered, 

And some will turn to weep 

For the loss of girlish laughter, 
Which the lips of death now keep. 
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A MOTHER: IN MEMORIAM 


You were towers of strength against the hectic day 
When patience held by only tiny threads, 

You proved a mountain fast in every way 

When life seemed full of woes and subtle dreads. 


Those you loved so often sought the calm 
That lay within your noble soul and mind. 


Your hands forever held a soothing balm 


That was applied with touch of healing kind. 
This day as homage fair is raised to you, 
A mother greatly loved, though lost to earth, 


Know those you left behind are loyal, true, 
And more aware of your dear, priceless worth. 


A LITTLE OLD LADY SURVEYS HER TRINKETS 


A trinket I have loved for all my days, 

And those I hold are tailsmans of time. 

A dainty bracelet is a love that stays 

In memory like a sprightly, dancing rhyme. 

The bottles that once held the French perfumes 
Give fragrant thoughts of happy yesteryears. 

At touch they tinkle with romantic tunes. 

The sound brings blend of laughter with some tears. 
The silver pieces and the cameo 

Are certainty of those who loved me well— 
The faded buds and ribbons plainly show. 

That grief and joy at varied times befell. 


Some think these things are trifles now to see, 
But they are touched with loving hands by me. 
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THIS IS THE FIRST SPRING 


This is the first spring since you went. 
Long has been the winter in between 

The withering leaf in autumn spent 

Till this new, stirring lush of April green. 


Constant still is the tall magnolia 

Outside the window of your room. 

But death’s touched the sweet scent of magnolia, 
And its dark leaves shadow the gloom 

Of a house no longer made cheerful 

By your loved form and face. 

Mine are the eyes that are tearful 

At the sight of the desolate place. 


Gone are the words of solace, 

Caught in my pensive hours. 

Neglected has grown your garden of lovingly tended flowers. 
Sorrow never was greater— 

Never was deeper despair 

Than the day I found a stranger 

In your favorite chair. 
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WHEN DREAMS WERE YOUNG 
(Clifton Britton) 


I knew you when your dreams were young— 
When others failed to see 

Within your loved work begun 

The sparks of artistry. 

You labored on those early days 

Till dreams grew like wild flowers, 

And youth created shining plays 

Brought honor-laden hours 

To then bright-eyed thespians of the State. 
You had a gift to give, 

Which death will not obliterate. 

Tt will surely live. 

I knew you when your dreams were young. 
Now that you dream no more, 

Your dreams like stars in heaven hung 
Will light historic shores. 
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RHAPSODY 


A rhapsody in pink and blue, 

A bundle of exciting charm, 

Snuggled in your little bed 

So fluffy, soft and warm. 

Your tiny grasping, baby hands 

Are thrilling when they play 

Across the dainty coverlet 

Each waking hour of day. 

You inspire a bright, gay sonnet 

When you wear a frilly bonnet. 

One simply can’t resist your dimpled smile. 
Yow’re rhythmic life in motion, 

And your mother’s deep devotion. 

Those are made of stone you can’t beguile. 
Your eyes have captured blueness 

From the heavens high above, 

And you have caused a poet 

To sing a song of love. 
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FOR A TRUCK DRIVER 
(Age 26) 


In your throne-high cab you rode, 
A king of the highway miles, 
Daring the moods of wind and sun, | 
The night of the fickle stars. 


Your strong, young hands upon the wheel 
Guided the destined load 

Until the singing tires would blend 

With traffic-throbbing symphony. 

The rain could be a gentle friend, 

But fog was a dragon wild. 

What flashing fear was yours to hold 
Perceiving life a brittle choice 

Within unerring hands to save? 

One second’s gambling swerve, you lost, 
Imprisoned in the twisted steel 

And ghastly flowing tar. 


The man you sought to save lives on. 
But you are gone with all your dreams. 
While those bereft in anguish cry, 

“Too young! Too soon!” 
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MY BELOVED 


Though now I only hold the broken bough, 
Remembering the leafy, flowering tree 

As darkness closes in on tender green, 

All bound with gold from April’s shining day. 
I welcome you, strong and beloved Night, 

For there is peace in your forgetting hours. 
Shroud me like field and wood with dusky veil. 
Come, bearing on shoulder high your flagon dark. 
Pray fill my glass with deep liqueur of sleep, 
And soon I shall cease remembering 

That lately the bough was broken, 
Withered the leaf and the flower, 

For Night is now my Beloved, 

Closing the door of remembrance for me. 
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IV 
SEASONS & DAYS 
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AUTUMN IS A SPANSH LOVER 


I do not weep when Summer goes. 

She only leaves a wilted rose, 

And drained am I as her limp flower 
Discarded in departing hour. 

Autumn is a Spanish lover, 

Who proffers cups of amber wine. 

His tawny eyes exultant hover 

Above the bubbling drinks so fine. 

Then he leads me by the hand 

Toward glowing gold and crimson throne 
To view a gay, enchanting land 

Of gypsy caves and azure bowers, 

Where wind-strummed lutes of mellow tone 
Play love songs through the hours. 

I do not weep when Summer goes. 

I trample on her wilted rose! 

Let the stirring lute strains hover— 
Autumn is a Spanish lover! 
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AUTUMN TINTS ON WILLIAMSBURG 
(From the Wren Building Balcony) 


I found autumn falling on Duke of Gloucester Street. 

J heard autumn calling where past and present meet. 

The red and golden foliage lightly sifted down, 

And touched the people moving through the famed old town. 
My eyes turned slowly eastward to view the House of State, 
And stirred were noble visions of the founding great, 

Who walked these paths and talked their hopes and fears, 
Which were the lot of builders in the yesteryears. 

Soft hazes of October wrapped old building charms 

As breezes from wide waters took them in their arms. 

I love autumn falling on Duke of Gloucester Street. 

T love autumn calling where past and present meet. 


SEPTEMBER SIGNS IN CAROLINA 


The black grape has its sugar stored, 
The scuppernong its luscious flavor 
While lands their yearly fruitage hoard, 
The apple blends its acid savor. 


Ultra-radiant sunlight spills 

Its sparkling, potent, chartreuse liquor 
Upon the drowsy fields and hills 

To lure the yielding quicker. 


Bees eye the stickweed for late honey; 
The harvest makes in the flushing noon. 
Short-lived are the useful hours, sunny, 
For a cool night wind brushes the moon. 
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OCTOBER’S CARROUSEL 


October’s gilded carrousel’s awhirl 

With woodwind notes of gypsy music heard. 
And leaves of flaming maple lightly twirl 
Like gaudy barkers with enticing word. 

The trees become brown ponies in the sun, 
Which flaunt great manes of russet, red, and gold 
With purple bridles guiding everyone 

In emerald-flecked arena that will hold 

This autumn pageant thrilling and divine. 
Now carmine-sashed October claims a throne, 
And mounts a painted pony in the line. 

Soon hurdy-gurdy music sets the tone 

Of captivating, magic-weaving spell 

With flashing movements of the carrousel. 


AUTUMN AFTERNOON — CENTRAL CAROLINA 


The sun’s gold goblet tilts and gently spills 
A goodly portion of rich amber wine 
Against the fluted ridges of sandhills, 

And strikes the dark-green needles of the pine. 
It drenches all the variegated wood 

Till earth and sky reflect a molten glow 
Of mingled fires that only nature could 
Ignite for fall’s great multi-splendent show. 
The wind with lips of carmine bends 

To brush their tints on leafy trees 

And azure-eyed October tends 

To stir the gypsy strain in me. 
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ENDING 


You write of houseboats in Kashmir, 
Exotic lands now torn with pain, 
And think that I'll be glad to hear 

In spite of absence and disdain. 


Your hint of a return this year 

To stir a former glowing flame 

Impels me now to make it clear 
There’s not a thing to gain. 


For I am no longer, dear, 
Breathless at your name. 


THUS NOVEMBER COMES 


The carmine tones of early fall are done. 

The vivid, vibrant days are passing on 

Till leaf is wasted wisp against the sun, 

And its once flaming beauty soon is gone. 

Thus staid November with her capes of brown 
Arrives to drape the Autumn’s aging knees, 
And solitary leaflets flutter down 

With fateful sadness on hibernal breeze. 

Thus green and gold are followed by the sere 
As seasons turn and nature lives and dies. 

With scenes of changing earth throughout the year 
There comes a matching blend of changing skies. 
But one may bear November’s windy dart 

By keeping bright October in the heart. 
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THESE NAKED WOODS 


These naked woods are like my heart bereft, 
And caught by winter’s supercilious stare 
These naked woods are like my heart that’s cleft 
By swooping storms that ever break and tear. 
These dull, brown woods I see beyond the hill 
Bespeak the time of barren leafless tree 

And rushing winds bestir a piercing chill 

Till woods, and chill, and heart are trinity. 


O MOCKING NIGHT OF OUR LORD! 


Herod’s wrath is riding high. 
Terror reels before us! 

Hate and death pervade the sky, 
Where once an angel chorus 

Filled the night with joyful song, 
Extolling right, condemning wrong. 
Peace then truly came to earth, 
Beheld a lovely Child at birth. 
Magi, humble shepherds, came 
Doing homage to His name. 

Mary touched with Holy light 
Watched His placid sleep that night. 
Herod’s wrath is riding high. 
Terror reels before us! 

Hate and death pervade the sky 

To drown an angel chorus. 

Where is peace for little ones? 
Where is placid sleep? 

A world of Marys clutching babes 
Bow in sorrow deep. 
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THIS SEASON’S NIGHT 


I reach my hands up toward the sky, 
Toward darkling top of tree. 

I marvel at these things so high, 
Though they eluding be. 

Again, I reach toward Christmas star, 
Toward shining moon this Eve. 
These things, too, are quite afar, 

I surely now believe. 

I know that I can’t touch the sky, 
Nor moonbeam’s golden cup. 

These things are ever far too high; 
Yes, even star-topped tree, 

But in my rite of reaching up 

All heaven touches me. 
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CHARITY INTERVIEWS MR. SCROOGE 


“Good morning, Mr. Scrooge, A Merry Christmas Day. 
What? You don’t like it sir? A ‘Humbug,’ did you say? 

Let’s have a little chat. My, this room is cold! 

Don’t snort so loud and fume, now, and pray don’t scold! 
Let go adhesive fingers that clutch those money bags. 

Just long enough to meet a cordial, friendly clasp. 

Don’t waste the time displaying ghastly gloom tags 

That advertise your fellows’ Greed and Grasp. 

I grant it’s been a bad year depending on cotton 

With business rather slow, and hard times real. 

But don’t you think the lack of bread could make a poor man steal? 
Your brother and your sister are both in need. 

Your nieces starve for beauty and your nephews are forgotten. 
Of course, you make it clear that giving’s not your creed. 
Have you ever watched the tenant child, ill fed and clad, 
Trying to learn from books and to make his way at school. 
Shrug, and call me, if you will, “mad romantic fool.” 

Surely a small pinched body could make you sad. 

Frail children of low I.Q. present a sorry tool 

To dig in life’s hard mines. Pickaninies 

Chuckle at red-striped candy for Christmas— What no pennies 
For such trifles? Let them eat molasses and corn cake— 
Add a little fat back for the rest of the year? 

Listen to reason, Mr. Scrooge, for mercy’s sake! 

Pellagra is a poor investment— do you hear? 

Some day landlords and capitalists will learn. 

Don’t scowl so beastly and shrink from me in fright. 

Nor from my pleading turn. 

I’m not Marley’s ghost, just simple Charity: 

And come not dragging chains to terrorize your night. 
Merry Christmas, Brother Scrooge, don’t say ‘Bah’ to me— 
I have gold in my hands— are you too blind to see?” 
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THIS JANUARY DUSK 


The day dies early as the failing sun 

Is wrapped in folds of pink and saffron clouds. 
Then dusky shadows enter one by one 

Like stealthy phantoms garbed in clinging shrouds. 
The wind lifts hand to tip a leafless bough 
While raising notes of strong orchestral tone, 
Which brings a strange foreboding to me now, 
As I prepare to meet the night alone. 

The moon lies cold and frail beside a star 
With hint of snows that may be long and deep. 
This January dusk is pushing far 

Into a dream of spring I long to keep. 

But J shall heap my hearth against the chill, 
And dare the winter blast to break at will. 


WINTER WHEAT 


When frosts have locked the heart and dreams have died, 
And death with nature has become a thing allied . . 

I turn my eyes to fields of winter wheat, 

The tender, greening fields of winter wheat, 

All rimmed with dusty browns of woodland sere. 

But for the sky and wheat the world is drear. 

Beyond a fallow stretch all hibernal, 

Arises sign of greatest hope, eternal: 

That life shall still her vaunted foe defeat. 

Behold it, shining there, in fields of winter wheat! 
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I SHALL SING AGAIN 
I know that I shall sing again, 


Though taunting, eerie phantoms wildly cried: 
“Your voice now lost must thus remain, 
For beauty welled in you has surely died 


1? 


I know that I shall surely sing again 


When autumn flies her flags of vivid glow. 
My voice now soon will ring again 

Of berries red against the winter snow. 

Of these and more I'll sing again. 

Let April walk the woods with footsteps light, 
And from her sounds there’ll spring again 

A haunting strain of coming summer night. 


T know that I shall sing again 


Of life and love, and nature’s wondrous art, 
And knowing that I'll sing again 
Can proudly lift a long-time burdened heart. 
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DARK FEBRUARY RAIN 


The rain with misty ropes of tattered edge 

Is choking out the light this winter day. 

Till grayness closes in against the hedge, 

And February makes her darkling way 

With howling threats of metal-fingered sleet, 
Which moves to crush each fragile daring bloom 
That fickle suns have tempted forth to greet 
Not Life but Death from heavy treading gloom. 
Yet, in some hidden nook a seedling sleeps 


All safe from violence and turbid power, 
And bides the time until a spring wind peeps 
From clearing sky in winter’s dying hour. 
Thus through the darkest February rain, 
There’s ever living hope of bloom again. 


I SHALL LOVE THE DAY 


I well shall love the day when March has fled 
Down gusty paths to labyrinthine tomb. 
There’s something in her surly face to dread: 
It breeds a deadly, virus-laden gloom. 

The daffodils may dare to soothe her ways 
With golden wine in fragrant, dainty cup; 
Yet March in lashing anger often flays 
Their every lovely gesture offered up. 

She mocks with February woes until 

One prays for sight of April’s elfin face 
And her bespangled figure on the hill 

As she comes dancing in, a thing of grace. 
The sight of her fair head and liften chin 
Turns once harsh wind to muted violin. 


SPRING PLOWING 
Anson County, North Carolina 


White mule-team breaking land upon a wide field’s crest, 

Your stolid, rhythmic tread, one pace apart, 

In moving sluggish earth gives me new heart. 

With fresh-plowed ground hope pounds the sterile, deadened breast, 
Despite the sickly reapings of the past. 

May this year’s crop prove better than the last. 
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MY HEART IS LIGHT 


All melted are the winter snows 
Into the earth so deep. 

Well watered are the seedlings there 
Fast waking now from sleep. 


My heart is light as I behold 
Each April bud that’s bared, 
And memories are softly stirred 
Of other springs we shared. 


A YOUNG BRIDE IN APRIL 


I want each spring to remember 
Like petals of a flower against the lips. 
I want each spring to remember 
As jewelled-slippered April trips 
Into the budding orchard 

And down a greening lane 

I want each spring to remember 
All shiny with sunlight and rain. 

I want each spring to remember 
Like the song of birds from a tree. 
I want each spring to remember, 
This love now come to me. 
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AT APRIL DUSK 


At April dusk I foreswear hate: 

Her pastelled world, quite lush and still, 
Is so devoid of any trait 

That could induce remembered ill. 


Why not stay the rapier thrust, 

The poignant glance, the bitter word? 
Let fall wit’s scimitar in dust 

When thrilling April laughter’s heard. 


Though love be a gay song wended, 
Though faith be avowals now dead, 
You seem, as the spring day is ended, 
Beloved, though illusion’s fled. 


COME, LOVELY MAY 


Come, lovely May, for April’s scowling face 
Was most the while bereft of usual charm. 

A sullen cloud too often veiled her grace. 
An evil wind seemed tugging at her arm. 
From leafy tree a young bird’s lilting tune 
Can dull the thoughts of late remembered cold, 
If you will hasten with your cortege soon 
And let the world your loveliness behold. 
Call flower nymphs in flowing, pastel dress, 
The music of soft-spoken streams that bring 
Delightful, thrilling sounds— a wind’s caress 
That brushes ’cross viola notes of spring. 
There’s heady joy in such symphonic swell, 
For long I have known winter far too well. 
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THREE HAIKU 


Peach blossoms are now 
Wide, pink silken fans that twirl 
As spring geishas dance. 
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Blossoms break and fall 
Into dimpling pools of rain, 
Dying unfulfilled. 
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The wind caresses 
My face, and plays the game of 
Touch and go with me. 


HAY HARVEST 


The man-turned tractor whirrs and rather drones 
Across the rolling stretch of gold-green field, 

It pulls the reaping blade with humming tones 
Until the tall, ripe grasses quickly yield, 

And then are massed in curving mounds of hay 
That rise in zigzag lines against the land 

All ready when the baler makes its way 

To shape the rich, dark lushly heaping stand. 

In neighbor fields sleek cattle calmly graze 

All rapt in folds of pastoral content. 

Resplendent in the bronze-tipped autumn haze, 
Their rippling necks are strongly earthward bent. 
No thought of winter wind nor dreary sleet 

Can dull their sun-brushed time of forage sweet. 


69 


THE LAND IS A PARADOX 


The land is a paradox, generous 

And miserly in turn when yielding crops, 
Attache to the hustling warlords, Rain and Sun. 
It can meet the needs of a hungry race 

Or withhold that blessed sustenance until 

Gaunt misery pounds them in the wasting face. 
Strong men grow frustrated, old, and bowed 
From beating long against its foiling hardness. 
Searing drought and drowning wet try the faith. 
Some pray about it— others murmur that 

God has turned His eyes from man, fowl, and beast. 
The land listens; then laughter, deep, Gargantuan, 
Reverberates in his giant thorax. 

With great loins sprawled about the world, he speaks: 
“What is man but the minute dust of me? 

And when his few days are done, the nothingness 
Of him is flung upon my mighty frame. 

Let him beat with stout hands upon me; 

Time will render them frail as I show desire 

To mark him for my own. Thus is creation! 

I shall continue to yield and withhold, 

Likewise to nourish at will and enslave nations.” 
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SOUTHERN CINQUAINS 


Tenant 

Shacks sag against 

The wind like rotting teeth 

Soon ready to fall from the land’s 
Old mouth. 


Gone are 

Those who once dwelt 

“In de’ land ob’ cotton” 

To seek a dream of houses warm 
And fast. 


Where those 

Who dare to dream 

Are safe in winter storm, 

And cool in waves of summer heat 
That sere. 


Crumbling 

Shacks across the 

Land are moaning ghosts of 
Time, whose eerie, bony fingers 
Tap! Tap! 
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A CARDINAL SINGING 


I hear a cardinal singing, 
Singing a bright, gay song. 

I hear a cardinal singing, 
Happily all day long. 

There is a cardinal bringing 
Tunes like a whistling boy. 
There is a cardinal bringing 
Sounds of exhuberant joy. 
Arching his crest so proudly, 
He sways on a rhythmic bough, 
Trilling his notes so loudly, 
Thrilling me wholly now! 
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MOON, I SHALL MOCK YOU 


Flashing scimitar at the pirate’s belt of night, 

Or gleaming disk across whose mirror pool of light 
Skims with breezy grace a lacy cloud ballet. 

Exotic, you bewitch young lovers prone to say 
Fragile, honeyed nothings they must recant by day. 
Indeed, you’re not as beautiful as you feign to be; 
But bear instead a wrinkled, ugly, pock-marked face. 
Mirage creates your sheen of dazzling, golden sea, 
While barren rock and lifeless mountains really trace 
The surface of your vapid orb, devoid of race 

And vegetation. How, now, when day is done, 

Can you be aught but jackdaw, fair, deceptive one— 
Wearing stolen feathers of the gorgeous peacock sun? 


SUMMER FEAR 


“Oh, where has fled my song?” the poet asks. 
Whose lips are mute; whose heart is stricken dumb. 
“The babbling cry of joy, the loving tasks 

“Of shaping words and lines, which make complete 


“The preservations of creative kind? 
“These fleet fantastic children of the mind 
“Have tortured me with subtle, fast retreat.” 


Let ancient muse and modern bards implored 
Pour beauty’s burgundy into a cup— 

A dash of needed absinthe too, can meet 

The sparkling flow of life again restored. 
And as the chalice fair is lifted up, 

Let thirster drain both dry liqueur and sweet. 
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BRIEF MAGIC I WOULD HOLD 


The shining heels of rain have swiftly ground 
To nothingness an evil summer drought 
Until the meadows gleam in sweeping round, 
And jaded grasses turn a thirsty mouth 

To drink each welcome drop as it descends, 
All mixed with champagne rivulets of sun. 
This rich liqueur of famed September blends 
The summer-autumn glories into one. 

Brief time of magic, gold-encrusted hours, 

I now would hold you close, my very own, 
Till day diffuses her appealing powers 

Into enchanting dusk of lemon tone, 

Which lends to earth and sky an ultra sheen 
Of green on gold, gold on gold, on green. 
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Mary Louise Medley was born February 14, 1907, on a cotton 
plantation in Anson County, which remained in her family from 
the late 1700’s until she and her brother sold the acreage. She 
was educated at Weaver College, Weaverville, now merged with 
Brevard; at Wesleyan College, Macon, Georgia; and at the Uni- 
versity of North Carolina at Chapel Hill, where she graduated in 
1928. She has been a teacher in Virginia and North Carolina 
schools and has done extensive work for newspapers as staff mem- 
ber, correspondent, and feature writer. Mary Louise Medley served 
as state press chairman for the North Carolina Society of County 
and Local Historians, and also for the North Carolina Society of 
the Daughters of the American Revolution. She did research and 
wrote the Anson County bicentennial pageant, “Torchlight on the 
Pee Dee,” which was professionally and successfully produced in 
October, 1949. 


Her massive History of Anson County, involving over 20 
yearsin researching and writing, appeared last year. 


Miss Medley lives in Wadesboro, N. C., where she is on the 


staff of The Anson Record and teaches occasionally at Anson 
TecInical Institute. 
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Mary Louise Medley’s first collection of verse since 1952’s Dog- 
wood Winter, Seasons & Days contains many new and some 
older poems by a true Southern traditionalist who—in one hu- 
morous stanza—tells the more ultra-modernists to “take your 
nitty-gritty and go to Hell!” Nature and love and humor guide 
the poet in this work. Miss Medley’s verse, over the years, has 
received national as well as regional attention, and has been 
praised by such writers as poet Mark VanDoren, Sam Ragan, poet 
and publisher of The Pilot, and editor Jean Chimsky of Writer’s 
Digest. Her most recently published work is the massive History 
of Anson County, which appeared in 1976. 
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